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Two Miles High With 
the Mail! 


VERY day Uncle Sam’s intrepid pilots of the 
Air Mail Service fly over hundreds of miles 
of mountains, deserts and valleys to get the Coast- 
to-Coast mail through on time. How it feels to 
dash seven hundred miles through the air on the 
westernmost leg of the route is thrillingly told by 
ARTHUR RUHL in an article-“‘HURDLING 
THE SIERRAS,” in 


Leslie’s for September 17th 


There are many other interesting features in this issue of 
Leslie's. A few of them are: 
MASCAGNI SETS DEMOCRACY TO MUSIC By Gil- 
bert W. Gabriel. 
A NEW ELDORADO IN SOUTH AMERICA—By W. 
Nephew King. 
BUTCH’S BABY—A gripping short story by Paul Sand. 
THE HARDEST WORKED MAN IN BASEBALL— By 


Kdwin A. Goewey. 
A $3,000,000,000 JOB —By Donald Wilhelm. 
And many other notable features—informative, instruct- 


ive and entertaining—that will INTEREST YOU. 


Get Leslie’s THIS WEEK and EVERY WEEK 


from your newsdealer 
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He—Anp I WONDER HOW I CAN SEE MORE OF YOU, Miss ANNA BELLE? 
She—WHY, MOTHER AND I ALWAYS COME UP HERE EVERY SUMMER 
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Let’s All Go Crazy! 


- 


By kviis Parker Burier 


Author of “Pigs Is Pigs,” “The Great American Pie Co.." “The Jack-knife Man,” Etc, 


BOUT this time of the year several million earnest voters decide that it is nec- 
essary to turn every rascal out of the city hall and inaugurate Reform so that 
there will be no more troubles in the world for anyone forever more. | am quite 
willing that rascals should be thrown out of every city hall in the world every 

time there is an election, but it has now become mighty difficult for anyone to get me 
excited about it. I refuse to believe that perfection is possible. I refuse to get red in 
the face and hot under the collar and otherwise “het’’ up because the seat of one pair 
of pants is going to polish the official chair instead of another pair of pants. Even if 
someone told me a petticoat was going to do the polishing after this, | would not throw 
au fit in my enthusiasm. 

As nearly as I have been able to understand local politics the possibilities fall into 
three lines: 

1. If the reform ticket is elected we will have higher taxes. 

2. If the present administration is re-elected we will have higher taxes. 

3. If nobody is elected we will have higher taxes. 

I don't throw off this dictum loosely; it is the result of years of deep study and 
tax bills. As far as I have been able to observe results the only important outcome of 
changes of local administration is. that sometimes the tax bills are printed on white 
paper and sometimes on blue paper. This may be important but it does not affect my 
soul-life to any great extent. It does not whoop up my enthusiasm. Even should | be 
told that next year my tax bill will be printed on lavender paper with a pink border [ 
would not die of apoplectic joy. 

I do wish some candidate would come right out flat-footed and say: 

“Citizens, conditions are bad but they will probably be worse if I am elected. I 
have had no experience in governing whatever. Taxes will probably go up and you will 
get less service for what you are taxed. Frankly, the reason I want to be elected is 
that the office pays $5,000 a year and I want the money. Don’t look for perfection if 
1 am elected; there is no perfection. If you want perfection go crazy and imagine you 
are in heaven.” 

It reminds me of the case of Henry J. Fliggis, of my town. The wife of Henry 
J. Fliggis has a flower garden and on her birthday he bought her a bird bath to set 
in the garden. As soon as the bird bath arrived and was set and filled with water 
the birds came and bathed in it. As soon as the birds came and bathed the cat of 
Mrs. Claggis, next door, came over to eat the birds. Continued over page.) 
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His Hopsy: THE SELF-MADE MAN WHO H 
HIS LIFE, 


It was entirely right for Mrs. Flig- 
gis to want a bird bath, and entirely 
proper for the birds to want a bath, 
and entirely proper for the cat to 
want to eat a bird. Nevertheless it 
annoyed Mr. Fliggis to have Mrs. 
Claggis’s cat come over and lurk in 
the petunias and marigolds on its 
plump tummy. It annoyed the birds. 
They deserted the bird bath and left 
the yard and remained unbathed ab- 
sentecs. 

It was entirely legal and right for 
Mrs. Fliggis to have a bird bath and 
entirely legal and right for Mrs. 
Claggis to have a cat. It would have 
been cruel in Mrs. Claggis to keep 
her cat eternally cooped up in the 
house. It was cruel for the cat to 
sit in the zinnias by the bird bath 
and wait for edible songsters. Mr. 
Fliggis stewed in his own brain-pan 
and tried to think what he could 
do to win perfection out of the 
complex plot that confronted him. 
There were various things he might 
do: 

1. He might shoot the cat, but 
that was against the law and would 
not be perfection. 

2. He might have shot the birds, 
but that would have made Mrs. Flig- 
gis weep, and that would not have 
heen perfection. 

3. He might have had Mrs. Clag- 
vis arrested for allowing her cat to 
trespass on his property, but Mrs, 


ALD TO GO BAREFOOT THE FIRST TEN YEARS O) 


Claggis was a lovely person and he 
did not want to hurt her feelings 
and have a neighborhood row, for 
that would not have been perfection. 

4. He might have shot Mrs. Flig- 
gis, for then she would not care 
whether she had a bird bath or not, 
but Mr. Fliggis would have been 
short one (1) wife, and that would 
not have been perfection. 

5. He might have shot Mrs. Clag- 
gis, for then she would not have 
cared whether or not she had a cat, 
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but that would have been murder, 
and murder is not perfection. 

6. He might have written to the 
newspapers, but that would not have 
cured the cat’s appetite for birds, 
and nothing would have been done, 
and doing nothing is not perfection. 

7. He might have convinced Mrs. 
Claggis that she ought to keep her 
cat indoors by day, but that would 
have been hard on the cat and would 
not have been perfection. 

8. He might have sold his prop- 
erty and moved to lussia, but that 
would not have been perfection. 

There was but one way in which 
he saw he could find the perfect so- 
lution of his trouble with the cat, the 
bird bath and the birds. This was 
to imagine he was a squirrel and 
climb a tree and shoot himself. So 
he did it. 

‘The elections, with every candi- 
date promising perfection, are now 
upon us. Let’s all climb trees. Let’s 
go crazy. 

I don’t know what else a sane man 
can do unless, perhaps, he admits 
that perfection is not possible in 
this vale of weeps, and unbuttons 
his shirt cuff and laughs in his 
sleeve. 

Excuse me a minute while I un- 
button my cuff. 


Comme I] Faut 
By MINNA IRVING 


Q HE shopped from morning until 
. night 
And purchased silk and cotton 
frocks, 
And dainty blouses, filmy-white, 
And hose with clocks, and linen 
smnocks, 
And negligee and boudoir caps, 
And hats and gloves and fans and 
veils, 
And satin pumps and fluffy wraps, 
And summer furs with heads an! 
tails. 


She bought some gorgeous sweaters, 
too, 
The kind on which a woman dotes, 
Rose, purple, orange, green, and blue, 
And several lacy petticoats, 
And went where salty breezes blow 
And yachts across the billows scoot, 
And all the livelceng season, lo! 
Wore nothing but her bathing-suit. 


Retributive Justice 
When those Antis ran for oftice 
Did they get it? No such stuff! 
They put them out, with noisy shout, 
Each angry little Suff. 


Nice Distinction 
A fishing rod is what you fish for 
fish with; a fish-pole is what you 
catch ’em with. 








} Orson Lowe 


Draws 
Nhe BuT wha pO You THINK Yot 
‘WELL, VARIOUS MANIFESTATIONS, 
TIMES A DAY, AGAINST ONCE, REFORE I 


The 


NINE 


and was glad. It was one splen- 

diferous, joyous conclusion. The 
victim was a chatty, peppy, gladsome 
mountain-and-seashore addict and a 
foreordained summer boarder. He 
was cursed with the pun_ habit, 
had a high tenor voice and Francis 
X. Bushman was not more _ high- 
ly pleased with himself. When 
I saw this self-confessed life-of-the- 
porch-party prepared for his sar- 
cophagus I was glad! glad! glad! It 
was the niftiest case of assault and 
battery I ever looked upon; it thrilled 


| ONCE saw a fellow mortal slain 


ARE IN LOVE WITH ME? 
I'M BECOMING EXCESSIVELY PArTICULAN 
MET you.” 
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Ungentle 
Pollyanalysis Punished) 


By J. E. Hepiey, Jr. 

me with pleasure. And what could 
be sweeter than the fact that the 
man who did the noble deed was a 
reader on the staff of a woman's 
magazine! This reader chap was a 
restrained optimist; his apparent 
pessimism being simply an occupa- 
tional deformity. At the mere men- 
tion of a saccharine, sticky book or 
play he became goatless and morose. 
And if someone used the word “wist- 
ful,” the elemental, primal Rex 
Beachish urge to slay surged up with- 
in his bored but sterling soul. Yet 
at other times the old dear registered 








APPEARANCI I NOW RRUSH MY HAIR 


Reader 


normaley and loved his country, his 
family, a good cigar, a little of the 
elixir of sociability, now and then, 
and his golf club. 

One warm night the reader, the 
boarder and I remained on the hotel 
porch after the others had retired. 
We were grateful to be relieved of 
the ladies’ chatter about slip-ons, 
honeydew sweaters, personal ailments 
and the defamation of those board- 
ers not fortunate enough to be pres- 
ent to take the stand in their own 
defense. “Will vou take a welt at 
my flask?” I asked. The reader un- 
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The Optimist—BUSINESS IS PICKING UP, JIM. 
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THERE ARE THREE MORE PEOPLE LOOKING 


IN THE WINDOW THAN THERE WERE YESTERDAY. 


derstood the use of the container for 
the thing contained but the boarder 
said he never touched it. For some 
time we just smoked, looked at the 
star-sprinkled heavens and listened 
to the holy husy of midnight in the 
mountains. The boarder cut an ugly 
gash in the silence by voluntarily 
singing, in an Irish tenor voice, a 
glucose ballad about the love of the 
south wind and the violet. He cooed, 
“Isn't nature wonderful?” And then 
he asked if we didn’t think it was a 
compliment to have dogs and children 
fond of one. Next, he told us a very 
pretty story he had recently read. 
It was all about a_ hard-boiled, 
wealthy widower, his neglected son, 
“Toodles,” and a sweet wistful girl 








asking, * 


named Sara Louise Howells. The boy 
fell ill and was restored to health by 
the care and fairy stories of Sally 
Low. “Toodles” acted the role of 
Cupid and after the wedding the trio 
spent the remainder of their blissful 
lives in a love-nest free from debt, 
alimony, landlords or the solicitations 
of bond salesmen, just being glad! 

When the garrulous raconteur had 
finished the tale, he courted death by 
‘How do these medern stories 
strike you?” 

The frenzied reader leaped up and 
bellowed, “These modern stories 
strike me just like I’m going to clout 
you i” 

And before I realized it, the bat- 
tered, strangled boarder lay in the 


dreamless sleep that knows no wak- 
ing. 

With the blood-lust in his eves, the 
reader gloated: “Now! Whoopee! 
I’ve had a suppressed desire to kill a 
pollyanalyst for the last five years. 
This evening has had a happy ending 
for me!” 

The jury brought in a verdict of 
suicide, on the ground that the re- 
fusal to take a drink, the song, the 
story, the bromide about the dogs 
and children, each constituted a 
challenge and a dare to kill! There- 
fore, the boarder was wholly respon- 
sible for his own death. 


Sartor Redivivus 
By LA TouCHE HANCOCK 


(To obtain perpetual youth, or a new 
lease of life, one should wear a loose col- 
lar—Medical Note.) 


REY my hair, and bowea mj 
body, 
And my race was almost run, 
Then I took to looser collars, 
Now I’m taken for my son! 


Yes! with eighty years I tottered, 
Purblind, senile, half-insane, 

Brought home shoes two sizes larger, 
And renewed my youth again! 


If you wish to live forever 

Conquer death, and time, and fate, 
Scorn the rigors of our climate— 

Go out in your natural state! 


Unnecessary 
Hotel Clerk—-Would you like a 
room with a bath, sir? 
Ezra Dimbleby—No, thanks. Jist 
a room. I took a good wash afore 
I left home last week. 
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But Watcn Your StTer. 























JouHN CONACHER, 


“IS THAT BRIDGE SAFE, MY 


“IT DUNNO, MISTER. 


An Adventure in Discon- 


tentment 
By IONE DE VANY 


| AVE MITCHELL was a brave 

man. That is why, when Mrs. 
Mitchell, small, woebegone and ban- 
daged for a headache, begged him to 
take Tiny, the Peke, to the park “just 
for a few minutes” before he went 
to business. Dave did nct refuse. He 
squared his big 1914-football-team 
shoulders, reflected that brave men 
can afford to be kind, and with a 
silent prayer that he might be un- 
observed by his own species, saun- 
tered forth. 

From his overcoat pocket pro- 
jected a small, brown head with flat 
nose and bold, bright eyes, that 
looked upon an autumntime world 
with satisfaction. In the freedom of 
the park, this satisfaction increased 
to joy and ecstasy, frankly expressed 
in Pekingese language. 

Dave Mitchell, momentarily for- 
retful of his courageous ignominy. 
vielded to the mild intoxication of 
the Fall sunshine. 

Therefore he did not observe Pa- 
trolman Murphy until the latter was 
close upon him. Had he seen him, 


OUR WEIGHT ?" 
"RAOUN’ T’ SEE II 


WILL IT BEAR 
KINDA WAITIN’ 


MAN? 
I WUZ JEST 


Dave would have made no effort to 
avoid him, first because, as we have 
already remarked, he was a brave 
man, and secondly because it would 
never have occurred to him to re- 
gard the policeman other than a hu- 
man being somewhat similar to him- 
self in impulses and reactions. 

“Your dog, inquired the 
officer, indicating Tiny by a jerk of 
the thumb. 

“My wife’s,” 
pleasantly. 


fk 


Mitchell 


returned 
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REILLY 
SKEPTICISM 


Drawn by Pavt 


IT WOULD, MESELF.” 


“Where's yer muzzle?” The pa- 
trolman’s voice was businesslike. 

“I’m not using one now—not since 
the war. Are we in danger of a ga: 
attack?” Dave looked for a reflec- 
tion of his own grin in the face of 
the policeman, but none was visible. 

“T mean ver muzzle fer that there 
dog, and you know it.” 


“Oh. Home on the hat-rack, I 
think.” After he had said it, Dave 
felt the ghost of the old sensation 


that he used to experience when hi 
passed the ball to the wrong man; 
but he was totally unprepared to 
hear that he had lost the game. 

“Well, I guess you better come over 
and explain that to the judge. There 
ain’t no law about muzzlin’ hat- 
racks: but there is one about muz- 
zlin’ dogs, and I’m here to enforce 
it, see?” 

“You and the judge?” queried 
Dave. Even then he did not realize 
that there would not be another kick- 
off. 

“Yes, me and the judge,” said Mur- 
phy seriously. “Come along.” 

“But, I say, my wife’s sick—down 
with a headache. I—’ 
“Come along. Yer 
Don’t you know it?” 


” 


under arrest. 








Drawn by Barkspatre Rogers. 


She- ENGLAND OWNS THE FINEST DIAMOND IN THE WORLD. 
The Fan- OW, GO ON! THEY DON’T PLAY BASEBALL OVER THERE. 


“But | tell you, I've got to take 
the dog home and—” 

“We'll take the dog along to court 
fer a witness.” 

“Like h—Il we will!” Dave was 
wondering how much the fine would 
he for assaulting an officer. If he 
really had to go to court he might 
as well— 

“Yes, sir. Just like that. Are 
you comin’?” 

“Lock here,” said Dave curbing 
his anger, “can’t you serve me with 
a summons or something, so that I 
could go into court to-morrow or 
next day instead of to-day?” 

“Well, I could; but I ain’t a-going 
to. You’re coming to court with 
me right now.” As he spoke, he 
faced toward the arsenal police 
station. 

Reluctantly Mitchell put Tiny into 
his pocket and followed his torment- 
or to the eastward. 

At the stationhouse, he was sol- 
emnly questioned. The business-like 
routine seemed perfectly arranged 
for the punishment of owners of un- 
muzzled dogs. 

His wife’s laughter when he in- 
formed her over the telephone of his 
predicament was not calculated to 
restore any sense of the high cour- 
age with which he had started out. 

“Oh, Dave,” she giggled, “how 
funny you must look!” 

“T do,” he growled and hung up. 

At the court Dave saw two tramps 
committed to the Workhouse, three 
shoplifters sent to a reformatory and 
two girls placed on probation for be- 
ing without visible means of support. 

Then came his turn. 

Patrolman Murphy presented his 
complaint and told the judge ac- 
curately—Patrolman Murphy was 


nothing if not accurate—-of the cir- 
cumstances of the arrest, concluding 
triumphantly, “And here, yer Honor, 
here is the dog itself fer evidence.” 
He pointed toward Dave's coat pock- 
et with an accusing thumb. 

From the protecting shadow of 
Dave's arm, a pair of bold unblink- 
ing eves stared at His Honor as if 
daring him to do his worst. 

And His Honor did it to the ex- 
tent of a ten dollar fine, without 
even cracking a smile. 

Dave produced the money, wonder- 
ing the while if he would receive a 
receipt that would insure him against 
arrest on his way home. 

Patrolman Murphy explained sol- 
emnly that it wasn’t done. 

Another officer approached. 

“IT say, Murphy, why ain’t you on 
yer beat? I signalled vou three 
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BROADWAY JAZZBO CAN’T UNDERSTAND HOW 
A FELLOW HAS THE NERVE TO WEAR SUCH A 
FREAK SUIT IN PUBLIC. 
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times this morning over near Sev- 
entieth Street.” 

“Il was arresting a feller,” said 
Murphy. “Him there, in the tan 
coat.” 

“Gosh! That big chap? Give you 
any trouble?” 

Dave lingered, thinking how he 
would have enjoved giving Murphy 
“a little trouble.” 

“Oh, no,” said Murphy. “Had his 
dog in the park without a muzzle 

The second policeman glared, then 
broke forth angrily: 

“What! That little rat in his 
pocket? My God!—and me losing 
Sneezing Sam with $15,000 worth 
of swag on him, right on your beat 
while you was arresting a lap dog! 
By gad! Murphy, why don’t you ask 
the Captain to detail vou to curry- 
comb the squirrels in the park, or 
something? You ain’t no cop, you 
ain’t. You oughta be a manicurist!” 


Professional Parents 
By J. Mito Curcl 


_ HARMONIZE the child,” one 
said: 
“Adjust him to the ccsmic urge, 
Correct his tendency to dread, 
And save him from the scourge.” 


“] stir the ethic consciousness,” 
Said one in surpliced elegance; 

“Declaim about his sinfulness, 
Explain his only chance.” 


“And I correct environment; 

I make his nursery a dream, 
Providing some emolient 

If he should chance to scream.” 


“And I conserve the wonder-sense,” 
A spectacled professor cried, 

“I drive the foolish teacher hence, 
And all her words deride.” 


“IT cleanse the blood,” the doctor said, 
“Give him gymnastic exercise, 

Direct how oft he should be fed, 
Expel the deadly flies.” 


The parents sit disconsolate; 
They grumble in their urban 
bowers, 
And whisper, fearfully sedate; 
“We thought the child was ours!” 


S-adder 
A weeping willow and a quaking asp 
Once argued as to which was 
sadder ; 
But a crawling snake disproved them 
both, 
For he lay like an S, and was an 


Adder. 


At the Tailor’s 
“Do you believe mar is made of 
dust?” 
“Well, not all of them. Dust al- 
ways settles. Some men don’t.” 
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irtist’s Wife—HENRY, DEAR, YOU ARE INCLINED TO BE TOO VISIONARY. OCCASIONALLY YOU LET THE THOUGHT OF WHAT YOU Akt 
GOING TO DO INTERFERE WITH WHAT YOU ARE DOING TO SUCH AN EXTENT THAT IT BECOMES WHAT YOU HAVEN'T DONE. 
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Lawyer (defending pickpocket)---S®e HERE! IF YOU DON’T STOP TRYING‘TO GET AT MY 
WATCH | WON'T HANDLE YOUR CASE! 


When the Lights Are Low 
“What was that gob up to, daugh- 


oe 


I Love to Dance, But 
By HELEN HYSELL ' 
er 


| HATE; ‘ “Why—er—mother, he was just 
tall partners who lift me off my trying to explain the difference ‘be- 

feet and pull my gown up in the back. {ween a sloop and a sniack.” 
And short partners who*seem always “Yes, I heard the smack.” 
ubout to rest their chins upoh my 
shoulder. 

fat partners to whom’ dancing is 
but another reducing exercise; and 
uround whose protuding stomachs | 
must skip at each turn® 

middle-aged partners whose 
loose-lipped nioaths hover close to my 
ear, wheezing vapid compliments 
ghd uttering commonplaces. 

imagined specialists in the dance 
who offer to teach me new steps 
und keep me guessing as to what we 
do next. And those less confident ones 
whose dancing is monotony. 

partners*’* who dan@e silently, 
only a little less than those who talk 
too much, and those who sing or 
whistle out of key. 

perfumed partners; those whose 
breaths smell of the contents of the 
pocket-flask; and those who chew 
cloves or eat garlic-scented foods. 

handsome partners who think al 
ways of their audience, and homely 
ones who are self-conscious, and 
those of average appearance who 
frankly like to dance but have neve 
quite learned the steps. 

partners of any size, shape, age 
or appearance who take secret liber- 
ties, Whose dancing is but an ex 
cuse for stolen caresses. 

| hate ’em all and yet 
| love to dance! 


True Economy 

“You have often asked me to give 
up taxis, and at last I've done it.” 

“Well?” 

“Il came down on a surface car.” 

“That was sensible.” 

“Capital fellow, the conductor. 
tipped him half a dollar.” 
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King Cole Legislated 


By BATTELL LOOMIs 


LD KING COLE is a dismal re- 
incarnate, 
And a dismal reincarnate is he; 
He calls for his cubebs 
He calls for his milk-shake 
And he ealls for his reformers three. 


Every reformer has a very fine blue- 
law, 

And a very fine bluelaw has he; 

Twee tweedle dee tweedle dee, 

Go the reformers. Oh, there’s none 
half-baked 

But has bellyached 

With King Cole and his reformers 
three. 


‘These Days 
He—You want me to meet your 
cousin at the station; but how am | 
going to know who she is? 
She—Oh, that will be easy! She 
is wearing a corset cover embroid- 
ered with blue butterflies. 





Vaudeville Fan (to performer)—PaRDON ME, BUT WOULD YOU MIND PLAYING THAT LAST 
YOU HAD rotten COMPETITION JUST BBHIND ME! 





“A HORRID DREAM CAUSED HIM 


AFFRIGHT HE DREAMED THE 


BANK 





WAS BUSTED,” 


Folly of Wisdom 


SIT me here in my old age, life’s 
| dusk is growing chilly; and peo- 

ple say | am a sage, but I admire 
the silly. 

For wisdom means all kinds of 
care, of worries without number, and 
they thin out the wise one’s hair, and 
spoil his nightly slumber. Grief is 
the portion of the wise, the sage is 
never jolly, and mirth is found 
umong the guys who walk the path 
of folly. 

The sage is full of ancient saws, 
and maxims hoar and tattered; he 
hands them out from busy jaws as 
though he thought they mattered; 
but in his soul he knows they’re 
bunk, they all should be forgotten; 
he knows that proverbs all are junk, 
and precepts mostly rotten. For 
folly is the only thing that’s worth 
our care and keeping; the fool is 
happy as a king, while wise old men 
are weeping. 

I see the spendthrift blowing 
bones, while yet his youth is sunny, 
and I exclaim, in trumpet tones, “Oh, 
springald, save your money! The 





By Warr Mason 


Illustration by RALPH BARTON 


day of wrath comes on apace, when 
you'll be ground asunder, unless you 
have, 
stack of plunder!” 

He hears me speak so loud 
well, this vain and hollow, 
and he may answer, “Go to Hoboken,” 
or he my rede may follow. Oh, he 
may follow my advice, which sages 
call sustaining, and put his kopecks 
down on ice, against the day of rain- 
ing. 

The minute that he starts to save, 


in some safe place, a goodly 


and 


counsel 


his happy smile he loses, and you 
will find him dour and grave, his 
spirit sore from bruises. The sweat 
rolls down his haggard face, and 
wilts his two-bit collars; “Oh, 
where,” he moans, “can I best place 
my eighty-seven dollars? I should 


be getting eight per cent, but only 
four I’m getting.” Wealth’s burden 
surely makes a gent spend all his 
days in fretting. 

And in the middle of the night he 
leaves his couch disgusted; a horrid 
dream caused him _ affright—he 
dreamed the bank was busted. 
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And like a poor old dippy hen that 
fidgets o’er her chickens, he worries 
o'er his iron men, and like 
the dickens. 

And so he misses all life’s glee, and 
ws his bundle Waxes, We 
sweating blood when he must pay his 


trembles 


see him 


income taxes. 


And he grows old before his 
time and dies ere he is fifty, and 
lawyers cop his bottom dime, and 


joke about the thrifty. 

Yet he is wise, this weary skate, 
according to the sages; he rustled 
carly, rustled late, and salted down 
his wages. Oh, wisdom is xa fool- 
ish graft, has been, since the begin- 
ning! The man of wisdom never 
laughed—the chump all the 
grinning. 

How happy is the busted gent who 
doesn’t have to ponder on four per 
cent. or eight per cent., on golden 
bricks out yonder! 

He cracks his heels and paws the 
ground, and cheers in accents yippy 
while all the wise men stand around 
and wonder if he’s dippy. 


does 


eo ew ee 


ae. 





Ballade of Old Things 
By HAROLD SETON 


| LOVE old Houses, those that date 
From stirring times of long ago, 
And ever since have laughed at Fate, 
Through Summer heat and Winter 
snow! 
I love old Gardens in which grow 
Fine elm trees or majestic oaks, 
With branches swaying to and fro! 
| love old Things,—except old Jokes! 


I love old Furniture, and rate 
A chair or table “new,” although 
About its “age” some others prate: 
Grand Rapids finds in me a foe! 
I love old Silverware: the glow 
Of knives and forks my praise in- 
vokes, 
And kettles I delight to show! 
| love old Things,—except old Jokes! 


l-love old Crockery: a plate 
Brings forth such cries as “Ah!” 
and “Oh!” 
A cup-and-saucer is a bait 
To catch me, as the dealers know! 
1 love old Volumes, row on row: 
The thoughts of celebrated folks, 
Each with a message to bestow! 
: love old Things,—except old Jokes! 


Envoi: 
| love old Friends, and tell them so, 
But smiles from me they cannot 
coax 
With quips by Father Time laid low: 
| love old Things,—except old 


Jokes! 


SHHHSHH$ | 
By WILLIAM SANFORD 

| ERE is a story that isa novelty. 

Every story gives its solution 

for being, but this one doesn’t. The 

reader can see nothing in 

this story to settle the 
puzzle. 

I know a girl who is 
silly, lightheaded and shal- 
low. She doesn’t know 
whether Shakespeare 
wrote “Hamlet” or “Ham- 
let” wrote Shakespeare. 
She doesn’t know whethe1 
Rubens was a painter or a 
clerk at Brown's store. 
She doesn’t know whether 
the earth is round or cata- 
cornered, or whether Col- 
umbus discovered Amer- 
ica or Robert W. Cham- 
bers. 

Yet she married a 
bright, clever, young man 
who is somewhere doing 
something or other. She 
has no children, but her 
eves are not suffused with 
tears or regret. She is 
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She—-AND WHAT DO YOU CALL THIS CLUB? 
He--THAT’S A MASHIE, 
“AND THIS ONE?” 
“OH, THAT’S A SPOON.” 
“AHEM SOUNDS LIKE AN INTERESTING 
GAME. WON'T YOU GIVE ME A LESSON?" 


“invited everywhere” in the best of 
Society” and is shown consideration 
and deference not given to other giris 
of keen brain and intelligence. She 
knows next to nothing, yet is the 
envy of girls who are brilliant and 
hiehly informed. 
Why is it? 


An Old Time Nut to Crack 

What is the difference between an 
orphan, the Prince of Wales, a 
monkey and a bald-headed man? An 
orphan has nary parent, the Prince 
cf Wales is an heir apparent, the 
monkey has a hairy parent and the 
bald-headed man has nary hair ap- 
parent. 


SOMEDAY — ’ERHAPS 


Warden tu 
Chairman of the Lit: 
Members of the Sol 

darity of Conte mpor 

ary Convicts of Ame) 

tca— 1 THINK, SIR, Wt 
HAD BETTER CALL A 
CONFERENCE TO INSURE 
rHE COURTESIES DUE A 
CONVICT FROM HIS 
WARDEN, 


/ ian 


MirchHeit 


i4 








The Lady of the Old 
School 
By STRICKLAND GILLILAN 


QHE was clad in dove-gray—this 
’ little, frail old bit of Dresden 
china. Her fragile, blue-veined 
hands were encased in silken gloves 
of a tint to match her frock, and 
there was white ruching at her 
throat. 

She wore gold-bowed glasses of 
the quaint style of long ago, and her 
features were of the high-bred pa- 
trician mold one so loves to gaze 
upon while reflecting upon Then and 
Now. 

She had come to the city from a 
quiet village, this sweet and unsophis- 
ticated lady of another generation, 
and James the negro chauffeur, was 
commissioned to take her for a drive 
about the park. James also was in- 
structed by the mistress of the house 

-who had an unbreakable social en- 
gagemecnt for the morning—not to 
race the limousine about, but to drive 
slowly so as not to arouse the dear 
vld soul’s nervous fears and spoil her 
outing. 

“Yas’m. Ah’ll sho drive slow,” 
James had earnestly assured his mis- 
tress. This gentle lady in gray re- 
minded him of the word-pictures his 
own grandfather had given of his 
sweet befo’-the-wah mistress down 
in Virginny. 

Searcely had they half encircled 
the park than the gray-bonnet, with 
its under-rim of silvery hair, was 
stuck from the window, and a sharp 
voice cried: 

“Say! you big hunk of anthracite, 
have you got bunions on your right 
foot? If you don’t know how to 
jazz up this boat lemme at 
the wheel. I’ll sure fricas- 
see this macadam! I may 
be an old hayseed but this 
ain’t no funeral!” 

And James stepped on 
it. 


The Great Gap 

“T didn’t know that Reg- 
gie stuttered so badly.” 

“He doesn’t stutter at 
all, but he promised his 
wife he would cut out 
swearing, and it leaves 
his conversation full of 
holes.” 


Danger Ahead 
“He tells me his fiancée 
is all sorts of woman in 
one.” 
“Doesn't the fool know 
there’s a law against 
plural marriages?” 
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As IT LOOKED TO JACK. 


THAT JAcK BUILT 























by Leo MIELZINER. 


Amonc THose PLEASANT-——~ARTHUR Hopkins. 


LIITLE Poor GIRL IF SHE HADN'T FALLEN FOR POOR LITTLE ARTHUR AND 


THe Poor LITTLE RICH GIRL’ MIGHT HAVE BEEN THE POOR 
MADE HIM THE RICH LITTLE ARTHUR WIIO, THUS FORTIFIED, MIGHT GO ON TO BIGGER AND BETTER THINGS.” 
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“DOT, IT’S PERFECTLY APPALLING THE NUMBER OF AFFAIRS YOU'RE CARRYING ON! 


‘TRING AT ONCE, ANYWAY ?” 


“Wuy, I DON’T KNOW, MY DEAR. How 


Art 


reporter named Arthur Hop- 
kins closed down his desk in a 
Cleveland newspaper office for good 
for the good of the entire English- 
speaking people. Not that he couldn't 
report. As a matter of fact, he had 
reported as noisily as the loudest of 
them, but he thought he could do 
omething more important more im- 
portantly than it was being done. 

The first thing he did for the 
Theatre was to take some of the void- 
villainy out of the two too many a 
day. 

Next he took the prop bull by his 
papier maché horns and ever since 
he entered the arena he’s’. been 
throwing that darned he-cow all over 
the scenery. 

It’s a well-known and established 
fact that when Hopkins moves one of 
his fresh-painted, kaleidoscopic, eye- 
ful, towering, self-starting but never- 
finishing creations into a_ theatre, 
the House Manager instinctively goes 
after the “Standing Room Only” 
sign, drags it up from the cellar, 
brushes the dust out of its eyes and 
rivets the thing into the sidewalk 
where it camps until everybody with- 
in a million smiles has seen the show 
often enough to know it well enough 
to jump in at a moment’s notice and 
plav any of its roles. 

“The Poor Little Rich Girl” might 
have been the Poor Little Poor Girl 


A seasons ago, a heavy-set 
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MEN ARE THERE?” 


By Georce MircHec. 


if she hadn’t fallen for Poor Little 
Arthur and made him the rich little 
Arthur who, thus fortified, might go 
on to bigger and better things. But 
he came to bury Creesus, not to praise 
him. 

Having established himself with 
his public and hitched his vehicle 
to a star, he may be termed the As- 
trologer of the Mimic World. 

That clever new Kummer (Clare) 
found in Hopkins a pudgy but help- 
ing hand to wrap a fresh, cold band- 
age about the fevered brow of the 
Tired Business Man; for it was he 
who dared fire the barrage of _Kum- 
merflage that delighted the poor 
little rich tribe of first nighties that 
took McBride and Tyson out of the 
land of bondage and burnished their 
domes with the guilt of gold. 

With the keen, piercing eve of 
dramatic understanding and_,the un- 
erring wisdom of connoisurety, he 
brought about the Redemption , of 
John Barrymore; lifted that stage- 
ling from the cradle of farce and sat 
him sumptuously upon the throne of 
“Richard the Third.” With the “Jest” 
he won last season’s indoor champion- 
ship, Robert Edmund Jones covering 
the back court with flashing bril- 
liance. 

He cleaned up last year with Bon 
Ami. (Or was it Ben Am I?) With 
Samson and Delilah he trimmed the 
long-haired strong men of the theat- 


17 






How MANY MEN DO YOL 








THINK YOU CAN KEEP ON THE 


Hopkins 


rical world and brought the house 
down with every performance. Then, 
like the indulgent chef he is, he 
added to the koshered “Samson” 
the delicate entre “Little Old New 
York” and threw in for’ good 
measure, all but free of charge, 
that delicious dessert, “The Beggar's 
Opera.” 

His little book: “How’s Your Sec- 
ond Act?” in itself would greatly 
benefit the Stage in that it might, 
if more widely read, take the heart 
outyof promiscuous playrights and 
the number to only those 
whose desire for self-expression is 
stronger than the need for self- 
nourishment. 

Like so many other avoirdupos- 
eurs, Mr. Hopkins makes his home on 
the golf links, having moved to Long 
Island, N. Y., for that purpose, where 
he may be readily seen chasing the 
little pill that has done so much to 
elude our, marksmanship, hide in the 
rough and generally ridicule our in- 
epitude, but.which, in its own little 
rotundity, reduces ours. He enjoys 
the game, however, almost as much 
as he enjoys the theatre and daily 
delights in being bunkered about 
from green to green until, darkness 
overtaking him, he crawls into hi: 
golf bag to dream of vivid back 
drops, perfervid leading-men, vapid 
soubrettes and rabid stage carpen- 
ters. 
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An Intimate Friend 
By LOLITA ANNA WESTERMAN 


ay @ hast Harold, you're late!” the 

hostess chidingly greeted the 
young man. “Constance Ordsley is 
just about to liven up my little party 
with one of her famous Grecian 
dances.” 

“How wonderful!” answered Har- 
old in a bored voice as she led him 
across the reception room and smil 
ingly introduced him to a very dis 
tinguished looking gentleman—a Mr. 
Wessington. 

After a few moments of aimless 
chatter the hostess left the two alone 
and conversation languished until the 
famous dancer made her appearance 
on the little improvised stage. 

“Nice girl,” observed Harold. 

“That vo?” remarked Mr. We:- 
sington. “You know her?” 

“Yes. Known her for vears—in- 
timately,” drawled Harold. 

“Fancy that!”” murmured the other 
in astonishment. 

“Yes—nice enough. but awiully 
slow. Only the other day I was say- 
ing. to her, ‘Connie, how does your 
husband stand for all this pep?’ 
Sarcasm, you know, but she never 
got it.” 

“Oh—she’s married then?” 

“Yes. Not a particularly brilliant 
chap, but nice enough. They don’t 
vet on so awfully well. He was tell 
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“Come ovT o° THERE! THAT'S wuene I 
KEEP MY NEW BASEBALL!” 


ing me the other day that he was 
getting tired of her.” 

“Is it possible! She’s so youn 
too.” 

“Oh, Connie never did show her 
age. You wouldn’t think she was 
over thirty, eh?” 

“Not really! Well—well!” 

“Her husband was telling me yes- 
terday—” 

The dance was over. Mr. Wessing- 
ton was applauding vociferously. And 
very soon the hostess approached, her 
arm tucked through Constance Ord- 
sley’s. 

“Wasn't she wonderful?” The 
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question was addressed to Wessing- 
ton. 

“Superb!” breathed the man rap- 
turously, then turned to Harold. “Oh 
—Constance, have you met Mr. 
Grant?” 

“No—I haven't, dear.” She bowed 
graciously. 

“My wife, Mr. Grant,” added Wes- 
sington, dryly. 


Ballade of the Balkans 


By A. McK. BROWN 


| ONDON, a mighty queen is she, 
4 And Paris proud as debonair, 
Rome houses deep diplomacy ; 
Tokio has at least its share; 
Madrid, they say, does not despair, 
And Washington ordains the West; 
But all of these regard with care 
Belgrade, Sophia, Bucharest! 


There’s that about Gallipoli 
Surpassing bulk, and in the glare 

Of spotlights Varna seems to be; 
Kustenje draws full many a stare; 
Little Lespidile’s rich and rare 

In these rich times, and none will jest 
With Jassy while they’re watching 

there: 
Belgrade, Sophia. Bucharest. 


\head 
In spite of the fact that Adam 
came first, it is polite to say: “After 
you” to a woman. 





“ALL THINGS COME TO THOSE WHO WAIT.” 


Fresh Air Ficnd—AWFULLY NICE OF YOU TO OPEN THAT WINDOW. 


Ls 


IT COULDN'T BUDGE IT! 
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What’s Happened to the Movies? 


ANY a raving motion picture 
beauty, these days—stars of 


the second and ninth magni- 
tude, and now and then even one of 
the first—is being given an cppor- 
tunity to spend all the hours desired 
in front of a mirror. 

For times have changed. The 
wheels of the great new industry 
that click out so many thousand 
miles of pictured celluloid are grind- 
ing but besa Instead of facing 
the camera fearlessly or clinching 
with “My Darling” fondly in a sweet 
final fade, Ted this and Doris that 
and Charley and Willie and Beauty 
and Don are slipping rather sketch- 
ily around the corner when the man 
comes to inquire about that last in- 
‘tal'ment on the peacock-blue chum- 
my Perfecto speedster. Motion pic- 
ture production is at exceedingly low 
ebb. 

Have people suddenly stopped go- 
ing to motion pictures? Or is it 
merely that the dull times of finan- 
cial depression make money so val- 
uable that those lucky enough to pos- 
sess or control it can no longer be 
tempted to put it up for picture pro- 


duction, no matter how glittering 
the promised reward? Both—in 
part. 


To slip into any of the great pal- 
aces, where green lights turn to 
blue and purple and orange and red. 
while the orchestra plays to-rum-te- 
ta-ta very softly, and the chorus of 
four, with moderately shapely green 
and blue and purple and orange and 
red tights, dances  swooningly 
through the “prologue,”—to slip into 
any one of these great and now al- 
most innumerable places. and see 
thousands of people watching closely 
and silently as the music picks up 


STEARNS 


By Myron M. 


and the curtain goes down and the 
picture comes on, is enough to con 
vince almost anyone that people still 


want movies. Want ‘em as much as 
ever. 

But around the corner, the little 
ten-fifteen-twent house is closed for 
the season—‘“for necessary _ re- 
pairs.” 

Fact is, while people still want 
movies just as much as ever—or 


more—they’re a little less willing to 
part with the well-known dinero nec- 
essary for a seat. And, as is always 
the case under just such trying cir- 
cumstances, the ten-fifteen-twenters 
are the first—and mostly the hardest 
—hit. 

Expenses in motion picture pro- 
duction have climbed, like everything 
else. Elaborate productions that once 
cost forty or even fifty thousand dol- 
lars have lately been ringing the bell 
over the hundred and fifty thousand 
sign—or even two hundred. ‘Man, 





Pictures Worth Watching: 
THE OLD NEST 
A 


drab story of convincing realism, 
showing a slice al family life with almost 
distressing fidelit 
WITHOUT BENEFIT OF CLERGY 
More weeps for the woeful. A wonder- 
ful story that has lost most of its charm 
. the screening, in spite of fine 
mosphere. 
CARNIV-4 L 
An English film photographed in Venice, 
with elaborate sets and a revised version 
of Mr. Shakespeare's well-known play 


Othello.” 
THE CONQUERING POWER 
Rex Ingram picture of fine artistic merit, 
oe of the not particularly stirring 
drama” variety. 
THE MIDNIGHT BELL 
Charles Ray comedy-melodrama, very 
= for the most — but on the whole 
entertainmen 
BOB TAMPTON OF PL “ACER 
Splendidly screened vaudeville, with an 
impossible laugh and an impossible tear, 
and wonderful scenery 
THROUGH THE BACK DOOR 
Same little old Mary Pickford in same 
little old Belgian refugee storv. pleasingly 
told, with beautiful photography 
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Woman and Marriage” cost over 
$400,000, they say; more iusen most 
of us can afford. Half-million dollar 
pictures are no longer anything to 
brag particularly about. Little Edna 
Osocute, who used to struggle along 
en a mere thousand a week, was able 
to buy herself two new limousines, a 
divorce, and a brand new 1921 hus- 


band, out of the savings of a single 
season. 
Well, with production costs going 


up, film rentals went up, too. The 
theatre-owner had to pay more to the 
distributing organization. And ac- 
cordingly, he had to raise box-office 
prices, until we all got in the habit 
of paving fifty good cents to see a 
quarter show. 


Now, when the head of the con- 
cern has nicked our percentage so 
that we have to live once more on 


less-a-year, we hesitate about dig- 
ging up that extra twenty-five cents. 
It looks as though there'd have to be 
a readjustment. 

Matter of fact, that readjustment 
is exactly what’s now going on. The 
beginning of it. The little movie 
theatres that can no longer charge 
any more than the picture is worth, 
have to put up the “closed for re- 
pairs” sign and apply for an exten- 
sion of credit at the local bank. The 
distributing concern, unable to get 
the same good old cash rentals for 
its celluloid, declines with thanks the 
producer’s kind offer of his last two 
hundred-and-fiftv-thousand dollar 
super-film. And the poor, poor, mov- 
ing picture producer, with a prospect 
of thousands tied up in unmarketable 
films, has to tell little Edna that he 
won't he able to renew her contract 
for a month or two, since he is lay- 

(Continued on page 32.) 
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THE AMERICAN GIRL REVERTS TO 
TYPE 


E waited for years to see our 
girls dance through the 
hoops of fairyland and kick 


the decalogue through the roof. We 
were scandalized at their short skirts 
and shivered at their bare backs. We 
giggled at their elfish pranks and 
gurgled at the prospect of their snip- 
ping the domestic ties and lighting a 
cigarette with the pieces. But now 
we are edified. They were only spoof- 
ing us. Instead of spoiling, freedom 
only sweetened them, and being free, 
there was nothing else to do but re- 
turn to the customs of good society. 

We stumbled over the old block. 
We mistook the laws of morality for 
the manners and usages of habit. 
We thought proprieties were princi- 
ples. We built an unreal world, and 
the real girl plucked away the stale 
codes and freshened them with a lit- 
tle chaos. With delighted eves we 
now see that our gay damsel is the 
grand-daughter of the demure maid- 
en grandfather married. 

Age can but imperfectly restrain 
the feelings of the young. The most 
that home and precept can do is to 
keep the heart and spirit untainted. 
In good time the new generation will 
find the moorings of the old, and the 
conservative class, picking up eleven 
billion newspapers, reads contentedly 
that the girl is nestling in the lap of 
love, just like her mother did before 
her. 

THE MAN HUGHES 

ECRETARY HUGHES at the Dis- 
' armament Conference will hold 
in his keeping the honor of his coun- 
try and the peace of humanity. With 
power, dignity and precision he will 
set forth a proposal which has baf- 
fled all the ages. Around him will 
revolve a profusion of majestic 
ideas, and we look for him to divest 


them of ostentation and to stamp 
them as the current coin of opinion 
with the simplicity of his own mind. 

He has been associated with the 
overthrow of political corruption, 
although without a political educa- 
tion. He has been a National leader 
without vehemence and declamation. 
With both vigor and felicity of 
speech he has embellished his serv- 
ices, not with oratory, but with his 
own inflexible uprightness. 

He displays what we regard as the 
attributes of a statesman. He is a 
symbol of American character. He 
guides the traditions and upholds the 
prestige of great predecessors. His 
features remind us of the portraits 
of some of our best and wisest. We 
forgive him his ponderous gravity, 
for we feel that in doing our work 
he will do nothing unworthy of our 
fame. 


LARGE ASSETS OF SMALL BANKRUPTS 


MAGICIAN in New York failed 

with assets of “one tiger and a 
box of tricks.” A resourceful ma- 
gician with an elastic mind would 
have waved his wand and sicked the 
tiger on the creditors. But our deal- 
ers in omens are sunk in melancholy. 
Their poverty of initiative casts 
across the whole business horizon a 
bilious aspect. 

The President, Cabinet and tall 
men on towers call a muzzein to all 
malingerers to arise and go forth to 
to meet “the greatest of all eras of 
prosperity.” The goddess of for- 
tune is nursing her ward, smitten 
with a panic. The foreboders dis- 
seminating apprehension are dis- 
missing the visions of disaster. The 
keepers of the death-watch are 
shortly to be relieved. 

The magician had to give up the 
ghost. This is no place nor time for 
either a seance or a circus. We have 


= 
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ceased dissipating in the extrava- 
gance of woe. We are recovering our 
appetites and picking cherubic fruit 
from a merry tree. Let Calamity 
Jane and Cassandra lay them down 
to sleep. We are going to tickle our 
tigers and give our box of tricks to 
Trotsky. 


THE TIME-CLOCK IN CONGRESS 


A BILL would introduce a_ time- 

clock for Congressmen to punch, 
just like other workmen. They are 
to be docked for absenteeism. Strike 
symptoms and inefficiency are to be 
penalized by discharge. The Vice- 
President is to be foreman of the 
shop; wages raised and the output 
speeded up. The disciplinary system 
in industry is abeut to exhilarate it- 
self by setting a shining high-water 
mark for the emulation of a perspir- 
ing world. 

Congress is constitutionally em- 
powered to work by the piece or by 
the day, with double time for night 
work and Sundays. It can instal 
labor-saving machinery, adopt the 
apprentice system, the open shop and 
elect a walking delegate. We trust 
that an overtaxing of the physical 
powers will not impair its intellectual 
faculties. We would not welcome an 
cver-production concomitant with de- 
terioration. 

The old-fashioned estimate of leg- 
islation was that its province is to 
candidly distill public sentiment into 
public law. It is a deliberative, not 
a hasty, process. Yet, legislative dili- 
gence may be a precious discovery, 
such as steam and ginger, and an in- 
jection of brevity into the rules may 
infuse wisdom into the laws. 

The nation lives and thrives by the 
clock. Progress keeps step with the 
pendulum. Let the Congressmen 
punch the time-clock and punch with 
care. 
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HAPPENED—‘“None to 
speak of,”” commented a resident of 


Not Mucu 
Straddle Ridge, Ark. “Everything 
went along well enough, though, till 
a feller drawed a bottle of bone dry 
licker on me, out on the dark porch. 
Just as IT had my head throwed back 
another feller came around the cor- 
ner, ran into me and knocked the 
hottle from my hand. The licker 
spilled all over one of the dogs, and 
poor varmint gave a yell and 
into the house throuzh the 
and went to running 


the 
jumped 


open winder 
around in circles. The women folks 
et up a screech that the dog was 


mad, and several of ’em fainted, and 
such as that. Jig was right ashy 
over the hair being burnt off’m his 
dog. He couldn’t make out 
whether it was the feller that brung 
the licker or me that dropped it, or 
the feller that ran against me and 
made me drop it, that was to blame 
for the trouble, and so he licked all 
three of us. No, someway I didn't 
have no great amount of fun.” 
Kansas City Star. 


best 


CAVEAT EMPTOR “This ‘moon- 
shine’ is as clear as spring water,” 
said the glib bootlegger. “Look at 
the light in it! And it’s only $7 a 
quart.” 

“Let me taste the stuff,” said the 
cautious consumer. “I have a rather 
vivid recollection of having once paid 
$7 for a quart of spring water.”— 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


SELF-ACTING-—“The Chicago police 
are talking about dynamiting a still.” 
“What with, the contents?’- 
Detroit Free Press. 


YE Gops!—With hard liquor at $3 
and more a pint. Bacchus is crowd- 
ing Cresus for the money.——-Chicago 
News. 


SOMETHING LEFT OUT—“‘What is 
that book you are reading?” 

“A compilation of indoor sports 
but it isn’t complete.” 

“No?” 

“There isn’t a 
home brewing.” 


Herald. 


about 
Age- 


word in it 
Birmingham 


WELL COMPENSATED—“How do you 
like prohibition, Bill?” 


“An even break. In the old days I 


felt better at night and now I feel 
better in the morning.”—New York 
Sun. 

A STAYER “Pussvfoot Johnson” 


should be a good insurance risk. He 
expects to live until England 
drv.—Farm, Stock and Home. 


voes 


THE BEST CELLAR—“Is your wife 
a good cook?” asked Smith. 
“T'll say she is!” replied 
“Gosh! You ought to taste her home 


Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Jones. 


brew!” 


The Eternal Bromidism 
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The Pessimist—Yes, VERY NICE, NO 
POUBT, BUT THE SEASIDE AIN'T WHAT IT USED 
TO BE. THE AIR DON’T SEEM SO FRESH, AN’ 
THE WAVES—WELL. THEY AIN'T LIKE THE 
WAVES WAS WHEN I WAS A Roy! 

Passing Show (London). 
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Pierpont Morgan 
New York: 


VAGRANT — J. 
said at a dinner in 
“T am very glad that the govern- 


to accept my Lon- 
for its American 


seen fi 
house 


ment has 
don town 
embassy. 

“Our ambassadors in the past were 
put to great inconvenience looking 
for suitable houses—for an embassy, 
you know, must be a very special kind 
of a house, and also a very expensive 
one. 

“Josevh H. Choate used to tell the 
story to the effect that, when he first 
went to London as American ambas- 
sador, he spent deys and weeks look- 
ing for a house. One afternoon on 
this house hunt he was overcome with 
fatigue in the west end, and sank 
down on a bench in Kensington Gar- 
den and fell asleep. 

“He slept till closing time. Then 
a London bobby shook him by the 
shoulder roughly. 

“*Here, my man,’ said the bobby, 
‘what are you doing here? Why don't 
you go home?’ 


“‘Home?’ said Mr. Choate. ‘Of- 
fiver, | have no home. I am the 
American ambassador!’”.—Los An- 


geles Times. 


TIPPING A MILLIONAIRE—How he 
earned a shilling tip was amusingly 
told by Sir Thomas Lipton at a con- 
cert given by the firm’s choral soci- 
ety a few weeks back. 

“When I was crossing over from 
America last: year,” he said, “IT was 
preparing to sit down on a deck chair 
when a parson came up. 

“Took here, steward,’ he said, ‘I 
want a deck chair put in that corner 
spot.’ 

“T got a deck chair and placed it 


there, when he said, ‘Here’s a bob 
for you.’ 

“Being Scotch.” concluded = Sir 
Thomas, “I took it.’—London Tit- 
Bits. 
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HORRIBILE Dictu-——“Did you ever 
make a serious mistake in a prescrip- 
tion?” asked the customer. 

“Only once,” replied the drug store 
clerk. “I gave a fellow a quart when 
his prescription only called for a half 

tah 

MODERN SURGERY—Student (to Pint-"—Piek-up. 
surgeon )—What did you operate on 
the man for? 

Surgeon—Two hundred and fifty 


THE OLD WAY Brst-—A physician 
edvises parents never to spank a child 
on an empty stomach. Our sugges- 


dollars. : . 
“Yes, but I mean what did the man '!0n would be to turn him over.— 
> Pueblo Star-Journal. 


have?” 
“Two hundred and fifty dollars.” 
Boston Globe. RHYME OF A GRATEFUL PATIENT- 
There was a germ anthropophagous, 
WHy He WeENtT—Crawford—I Whose tastes were distinctly opto- 


thought you didn't like to go to phagous, 

funerals. Till Doe turned him green 
Crabshaw—But this is the funeral With zine fluorescein 

of an old doctor of mine who told me And he hunted his little sarcophagus. 

years ago that I couldn’t live-—New Journal of the American Medical 

York Sun. Association. 


Divination and The High Cost of Coal 























AN AMATEUR COAL DIVINER NOSING OUT A LUMP OF ANTHRACITE ON HIS COUNTRY ESTATE, 
Loudon Bystander. 


Figures Don't Lie 

















“NO, GIRLS, CORSETS DESTROY THE FIGURE 
LOOK AT MI | NEVER WORE A CORSET IN MY 
Live!” 

Kasper (Stockholm). 
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RENT FREE—An_actor-manager 
was being shown around a lunatic 
asylum. Seated under a tree in the 
garden was a man who was counting 
his fingers again and again, mutter- 
ing: “‘Eeney, meeny, miney, moe.” 

“Who's this?” asked the actor. 

“A strange case, sir,” replied the 
attendant. “We found him in the 
street. He's harmless but hopelessly 
insane.” 

The actor looked at the lunatic 
closely, while the attendant moved 
away. “Bless my soul!” he exclaimed 
presently. “He resembles a former 
member of my company. Tell me, 
eren’t vou Bawl, the actor?” 

“Cheese it,”” whispered the lunatic. 
“If they don’t find me out I can 
stay here all the summer rent free.” 

-Argonaut. 


LABOR’s WorE—“This unemploy- 
ment situation is fierce, isn't it, Bing- 
hams?” 

“Yeah, punk! It makes me feel rot- 
ten to think all these men are loafing 
and IT got a job and have t’ work.” 
Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


LITTLE CHANGE—“I'm sorry to see 
you here,” said the friend of a con- 
victed bank embezzler. 

“Oh, there isn’t much change, after 
all,” said the prisoner, cheerfully. 

“No?” 

“You see, I had been shut up in a 
cage and looking through bars for 
years before I came here. These 
bars are just a little thicker, and in- 
stead of being brass they are steel.” 

Philadelphia Star. 
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A PSYCHIC PROBLEM—Two power- 
ful colored stevedores, who had had 
some sort of falling out, were en- 
gaged in unloading a vessel at a St. 
Louis dock. Uncomplimentary re- 
marks and warnings of intended vio- 
lence were exchanged whenever the 
two passed each other with their 
trucks. 

“You jest kep on pesicatin’ around 
wid me,” declared one of the men, 
“an’ you is gwine be able to settle a 
mighty big question for de sciumtific 
folks.” 

“What 
other. 

“Kin the dead speak ?”—Harper’.: 
Magazine. 


question dat?” asked the 


THE COLOR THAT SHOWED—.\ 
Southern family had a coal-Llack cook 
named Sarah, and when her husband 
was killed in an accident Sarah ap- 
peared on the day of the funeral 
dressed in sable outfit except in one 
respect. 

“Why Sarah,” said her 
“what made you get white gloves?” 

Sarah drew herself up and said in 
tones of dignity, “Don’t you s’pose 
| wants dem niggahs to see dat I’se 
got on gloves?”—Boston Transcript. 


mistress, 


MALAPROP—“Y ou 
man, Bulginback, 


ETHIOPIAN 
old 


AN 
ure quite an 
aren’t you?” 

“Yassah, and ’bleeged to yo’ for de 
’terrygation, sah. If I lives fou’ mo’ 
veahs by de blessin’ o’ de Lawd, I’ll 


be an octagonal or a diagonal; I 
fuhgits which.” —Country Gentle- 
man. 


The Grand Scheme of Things 
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SISTERS, SEE HOW 

PLACED DEATH 
NOR AT THE MID 
THE END!" 
(Stockholm) 


BROTHERS AND 
PROVIDENCE HAS 
tHE BEGINNING 


“DEAR 
WISELY 
NEITHER AT 
DLE OF LIFE, BUT JUST EXACTLY AT 


Kasper 


Uncomfortable Symbolism 
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WHY MUST 
4 KESPECTABLE 


Summer Boarde 
MAKE If IMPOSSIBLE FOR 





NEWS—F'lubb 
Do you follow up this divorce stuff 
in the papers? 


ALL THE LATEST 


Dubb—Don’t have to. The wife 
sums up the evidence every night at 
home.—Now York Sun. 


—“Arrested for 
bathing suit?” 


ONE 
one-piece 


HAD A GOOD 
wearing a 
ae Ne 
“Shocking! What excuse did the 
young woman have for exposing her 
person like that?” 
“Ah! You should have seen her 
excuse.” —Birmingham Age-Herald. 


SELFISH MAN—Mr. Flatbush—So 
you think men are selfish? 

Mrs. Filatbush—lI certainly do. 

“And why?” 

“Just look at all the pockets you've 
got in your clothes, and | haven’t 
got even one!”—Yonkers Statesman 


2 


THAT STORK ALW 
SPINSTER 
. 


SYS DE PERCHED ON YOUR ROOF? Yor 
LALDY TO RESIDE HERE. 
—F' lis g° vde Blaetter (Munich Ne 


MANY Do—In the olden days girls 
used to stay at home because 
“they had nothing to wear.” But 
look at ‘em now. New Haven 
Register. 


HE NOTICED THAT—Patience—l 
don’t think Percy is at all observing. 

Patrice—You don’t? 

“No, I don’t.” 

“Well, I do. The other day he told 
me you had twice as much paint on 
one cheek as on the other.”—Yonkers 
Statesman, 


has 
Now 


THE INVALID—“The doctor 
ordered her to the seashore. 
they’re having a consultation.” 

“Of doctors?” 

“Of  dressmakers.” — 
Courier-Journal, 


Louisville 


FEMININE CALENDAR—“ Mabel told 
me that this is her first year out.” 


“Why, she’s been out four sea- 
sons.” 
“Well, I suppose she counts four 


seasons to the year.”—Toronto Lele- 


gram 
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Quite So—The 
church committee 
their purchase. 

“I don’t think this is just- the kind 
of cloth we want,” said one. 

“What is it to be used for?” 
the salesman. 

“For covering the church pews,’ 
replied the committeeman. 

“Oh, I see,” mused the salesman. 
“You want something with a nap on 
it."—Town Topics. 





members of the 
were selecting 


asked 


A SHINING MARK The only 
woman congressman is indignant be- 
cause male congressmen spout- 
ing an average of a half million words 
weekly. This seems to dispose of the 
old libel that the female of the race 
is the heavy talker.—Seattle Post- 
Intelligencer. 


are 


LOGICAL—“Yes, I believe in college 
athletics. Now, my son was not pop- 
ular until he got on the ball team and 
began to bat home runs—” 

“Then, I suppose, he made friends 
by the score?”—New York Sun. 





Dried Up at the Source 




















Mas. GABB, OUR POSTMISTRESS 


ew a 
VILLAGE, BUT NOW THAT 
on 


DITCHWATER, 


IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE EVI- 
DENCE—"“The evidence seems to 
show,” said the detective, “that the 
thief wore rubbers and walked back- 


ward.” 


“Then we must look out for a 
man with receding gums,” re- 
marked the wag of the force.— 


Boston Transcript. 


More Curtailment of Rolling Stock 














al 
Pay 











Railway Conductor (to nervous passenger)- ~THE END CAR OF 


MOST~ DANGEROUS, 


Passenger—THEN WHY DO YOU HAVE IT? 


A TRAIN IS ALWAYS THI 


Kasper (Stockholm). 
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USED 
rHE PRICE O” POSTAL CARDS HAS GONE UP, SHE 


BEST-INFORMED WOMAN IN THE 
SEEMS AS DULL AS 


rO BE THE 


The Passing Show (London). 


YOUNGSJERS 
aa: 3 


A PERNICIOUS INFLUENCE—Fred- 
erick had discovered ‘Treasure 
Island” the other day and devoured 
it in one blissful feast, lasting from 
breakfast till bedtime, when he was 
forcibly pried loose from the book. 

He was obviously in a trance as 
he undressed, but still his demure 
mamma was not exactly prepared for 
the variation which he sprung when 
he came to say his prayers. 

“Give us this day our daily bread— 





yo, ho, ho, and a bottle of rum!” 
-San Francisco Chronicle. 
Not Exactity—Aunt Jane, who 


Was a spinster, came to visit her sis- 
ter and family of four children, And 
from the very first auntie was very 
much given to offering advice to her 
sister on the way to feed, dress and 
treat her children generally. The sis- 
ter listened in perfect good humor, 
but not so Sally, her efficient helper. 
And frankly, Sally said so. “Look 
here, Miss Jane,” she began, “what 
do old maids like you and me know 
about raisin’ children? We hain’t 
never had none and a person has to 
have children to know how to raise 
them.” 

Aunt Jane smiled a tolerant smile. 
“Oh, not always, Sally,” she returned. 
“Now, take those little chickens out 


there. Don’t you think you know 
more than their mother? You 
feed—” 

But Sally interrupted her. “Yes. 


ma’am, I feed them, if that’s what 


you mean. But I hain’t never yit 
taught any of them to scratch— 
have 1?”—IJndianapolis News. 























There 
was a large crowd gathered around 
the overturned motor car, while the 
excited driver was trying to right 
things. 

“Halloa!” suddenly called the voice 


Has It HAPPENED TO YOU? 


of a new arrival. “What’s the mat- 
ter, Robbins—car turned turtle?” 

Robbins smiled with expressive 
sweetness. 

“Oh, no; not at all, old chap,” he 
replied. ‘These kids have wanted to 
see how the machinery worked, so 
| had the car turned upside down just 
to please them.”—Los Angeles Times. 

TRAGEDY RECIPE—Take one reck- 
less, natural born fool. 

Two or three big drinks cf 
liquor. 

A fast, high-powered motor car. 

Soak the fool well in the liquor, 
place in the car and let him go. After 
due time, remove from wreckage, 
place in black, satin lined box, and 
garnish with flowers.—Walton (Ga.) 
News. 


bad 


NEEDED CHEERING UPp—‘“You sold 


salesman. 


He rald. 


Always Take Father's Advice 
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me a car about two weeks ago.” Willy MOTHER, HOW DID FATHER GET TO KNOW YOU? 
pee ee A : Vother 1 FELL INTO THE SEA AND HE DIVED IN AND BROUGHT ME OUT 
So | did,” replied the automobile Willy Hun! So THAT'S WHY HE DOESN'T WANT ME TO LEARN TO SWIM! 
“How do you like it?” Kasper (Stockholn 
“That's just the point. | want you 
ic tell me everything you said about LIKELY To Bre SEPARATED—The a. 
an s » : ’ : . _ {y+ al 
ihat car all over again. I’m getting man who darts ahead of motor cars i>. (L hy ’ 
aiscouraged.” -— Birmingham  Age- should never marry a girl who darts nm oe \" x " = 
back.—Lovisville Courier-Journal. 2) lone hp S SJ oo 
Sh hte Th | 
) << © art 
Nora’s Ignoring 7 = ; ™ 
INGENUITY—Prospectice Mistress 


~ 








You you have no references. 
How is that? 


Applicant 


Sa) 


Well, 
I've always stayed in one place till 
the died! Show 


(London). 


you see, mui, 


people Passing 


MISPLACED 
boy.” 

“What for? 

“Yes, but he 
smoke, cuss, go to baseball games or 
flirt with the telephone girl, and I’m 
afraid he’s got a stunt up his sleeve 
te become President.” Richmond 
Times-Dispatch. 


“[ gotta fire that office 


He’s a hard worker.” 


doesn’t shoot craps, 


PERCEPTION—‘“‘He’s tactful.” 

“Think so?” 

“When I gave him my excuse for 
being late he said that it was better 
than none.” 

“Where is the tact?” 

“That was his easy way of letting 








“Dib YOUR COOK GIVE YOU ANY NOTICE WHEN SHE WAS ABOUT TO LEAVE?” 
“NO, SRE HARDLY NOTICED US AT ALL!” 


me know that | had a poor excuse.” 


London Mail, ~-~-Detroit Free Press. 


or 











Judge at the Play 


notwithstanding universally good no- 


4 YHAT Theatrical Débdutante— 
the Season cf 1921-22—has 
moved into our hungry midst: 
paint, rouge-pot and frippery. 

She has breezed into Broadway and 

taken up her New York residence 

among us. She has turned her back 
upon the preparatory boarding- 
schools of Atlantic City and Stam- 
ford and, with all the traditional self- 
assurance and winsome coquetry of 
her aristocratic ancestry, beckons the 
constant commuter from the bathing- 
sirled beaches and golf-linked moun- 
tains of the surrounding country to 
the taxicabed streets of that most 

popular of all summer resorts: “Lil’ 

Ol’ N’ York.” 

The curtain’s up. The “Standing 
Room Only” banner is flung to the 
breeze. The Press Agent is abroad 
in the land. The Manager’s in his 
haven, all’s right with the world. 

Blushingly this ‘smart little débu- 
tante stands upon the brink of the 
new born day. Expectantly, hope- 
fully, smilingly we extend to her the 
welcome of a summer moving- 
pictured public. Joyfully we rattle 
the moth balls from the pockets of 
our swallow-tails and offer to her the 
open-armed loyalty of a _ sincere 
though frequently an all fickle 
friendship. 


“XU 7E have waited for her through 
W weeks of ennui. We have been 

more amazed at than amused 
with the whatnottery of summer 
pageantry: distracted by the imma- 
turity of amateurity; the humdrum- 
ity of nonentity. We have been more 
danced upon than needful through 
months of the jazzbanality of fox- 
trottery. We are bored, little sister 
of the footlights, and we are glad to 
greet you. Than you, none in all this 
wide, wild world is more welcome to 
vur city 


too 


But watch your step, little sister. 
Your big sister (our last year’s fa- 
vorite) is jealously watching your 
jaunty, light-footed entrance. She 
stands in the wings more than wish- 
ing for your downfall. She is asking 
herself, no doubt, what have you on 
her? Will you, with all your youth- 
ful cocksureness, be able to with- 
stand the heat and the burden of the 
matineé? Can you survive the art- 
ful thrust of the critic’s piercing 
rapier? Can you cajole the tortoise- 
shell-lorgnetted matron? Get by the 
vapid flapper? Merit the approval 
of the exacting  three-dollar-a- 
nighter? Win the sympathy of the 
sentimental fifty-center? 

Shall you win or must you die? 
Who can say? Nor you nor I. 

She has much to worry her, has 
this little newcomer with all her 
charming ingenuity, for, in addition 
to her concern for her own attract- 
iveness, she must compete with that 
big sister of hers whom we knew and 
loved so well. She must bear the in- 
evitable, if lamentable, odiom of com- 
parison. Has she up the cunning 
sleeve of her costume anything to 
compare with that mystifying “The 
Bat”? Can she charm us as still does 
that delightful and winsome “Mr. 
Pim”? Can she lure us as has lured 
that colorful jade “The Green God- 
dess”? Can she match the charm of 
the twinkling-toed “Sally”? Can she 
give us the homely, whole-hearted- 
ness of “The First Year’? Does she, 
can she, hope to show the sveed and 
fiashing brilliance of the Chicagoed 
“Lightnin’ ”? 

Who shall say? Nor you nor I. 

To date, though still in her very in- 
fancy, this new season boasts of at 
least one failure and admits of one 
success. 

“The Teaser” ran into full stop in 
the very heyday of its being and this, 
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tices. The closing, it is claimed by 
its progenitors, is due to theatrical 
conditions, however, through which 
all managers are passing. 


HUS far there seems to have 

been shown nothing more 

alluring than “Duley,” the 
little satiric comedy of American 
business life, by G. S. Kaufman 
and Mare Connely running like a 
breeze at the Frazee. However, 
than “Duley” there seems _noth- 
ing more alluring; nothing more sure 
of longevity. She bids fair to brom- 
ide herself as se~enely along the path 
of success as any of her last year’s 
big sisters or our faith in the humor 
of the great American theater trotter 
is in danger of being shattered. 
“Duley” holds up the mirror to th? 
woman who holds her husband’s busi- 
ness career dear to her. 

It is this very and vital interest 
in his commercial complexity that 
makes the play a play and, in the 
making, makes it so humorously ap- 
pealing to the sagacious, if tired, 
business man that it is a safe bet he 
will undignifiedly jump upon his 
three dollar plush seat, throw his 
sagacity to the wind and forget for 
an hour or two that he is the most 
humorous institution in the United 
States. So clever, so smooth is 
Lynn Fontanne’s performance that 
one might say that she is fitted as 
perfectly as is a lifeguard with his 
suit of tan. 

The follies are returned to us like 
the flocks of beautifully plumaged 
birds of Springtime. They are re 
splendent and diverting as ever 
though no more musical than may be 
expected of birds of beautiful plum 
age. 

Ladies and Gentlemen: 
tain’s up 


The Cur- 
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Lightfooters 


of the 
Footlights 
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THE STATUESQUI 
DOLORES IN 
“Sanny” 
or 





AND STRUTEUI 
THE PERENNIAL 
PUTTING THE PROUDEST 
BIRDS TO THE BLUSH. 










(Alors THE LOVELY) ANN 
LUDMILLA IN “TANGERINE” TAK 
ING A TOE-HOLD ON THE HEARTS 
OF HER AUDIENCE, 





(Right) Pretty PoLity PLATT 
IN “THE GREENWICH FOLLIES OF 
DEMONSTRATING 
FICULTY 


OF HOLOING 
GIRL IN CHECK, 


1921” 


THE Dt 
A 


PRETTY 





(Right) THE DEMURE LITTLI 
ANN PENNINGTON PUTTING iY 
SCANDAI TWO INTO. THI 
GEORGE Wut! 


OR 
“SCANDALS' 


* OF 











EFFECT BEFORE CAUSE—“He arose 
at 7 o'clock this morning, paid his 
hotel bill and then took breakfast. 
After a ten-minute walk he returned 
to the hotel. A short time later he 
pressed a revolver against his heart 
and killed himself. NO ONE IN THE 
HOTEL HEARD THE EXPLOSION UNTIL 
SMOKE POURED OUT OF HIS ROOM.” 

Denver (Colo.) Times. (M. Ray 
Black.) 


THE BirpD FANCIER—“A man ar- 
rested in Berlin for cutting off girls’ 
hair was found to have 150 BIRDS 
ranging from blond to deepest black.” 

Milwaukee Sentinel. (O. Wik- 
strom, ) 


SAVED IN TIME—“He had intended 
{o take up the STUDY OF LAW; but his 


Y. M. C. A. work while a student at 
Cornell, influenced him to follow 
CHRISTIAN Pursuits.”—Yale Daily 


(James P. Frendrick.) 
ELEVATING THE FLIVVER—‘‘Rev. F. 
W. Yantis is putting considerable im- 
provement on his preperty at Lake- 
side, in the way of A GARACE, bath 
and toilet ON THE SECOND FIOOR.” 
Ottawa County Republican (Port 
Clinton, O.). (Louis S. Warner.) 


A WHISPERING GALLERY ?—‘Miss 
Mary Jane Anderson, supervisor of 
music in the Carlisle and country 
schools, chaperoned 25 of her pupils 
to Dayton, last Thursday 


News. 


declared that he had been drink- 
ing shoe polish and that it had 
gone to his head.”—Shreveport ( La.) 
Journal. (Mrs. Chas. G. Smith.) 

UNLESS THEY , FIGHT—“‘Siver’s 
marriage is the third which has at- 
tracted public attention‘ recently be- 
cause it has taken place under the 
peculiar Connecticut statute—differ- 
ing from that of every other State in 
the Union—whereby a second mar- 
riage contracted in the face cf an 
existing union is not bigamous unless 
the contracting parties actually as- 
sume MARTIAL relations in the State 
of Connecticut.”.—New York Times. 
(C. N. Overton.) 


GIRLS! Girts!—‘The Alpha Chi 
Omega sorority is giving a SOUSE 
PARTY for their Mothers this week- 
end, in honor of Mothers’ Day.” 

Lafayette (Ind.) Journal and Cou- 
rier. (T. E. Mason.) 

A PORTABLE EMPORIUM—“It had 
been the usual custom of the Piggly- 
Wiggly cperators to take THE 
MARKET STREET STORE down to the 
Georgia avenue STORE before closing 
time, leaving it usually ON THE DESK 
er some cther handy place for a few 
minutes till the store could be cleared 
ef customers and closed.”—Chat- 
tanooga (Tenn.) Sunday Times. 
Arthur Jones.) 


\ Hearty Meal for the Natives 


FRANK DESCRIPTION—“Army and 
navy forces were mobilized and the 


FOOL department of the board of 
trade set to work artanging with the 
mayors of various municipalities for 
feeding the pedople.’—Washington 
(D. C.) Herald. (C. R. Engel.) 


No HoT LINES—‘‘The London fire 
department plans to install- FIRELESS 
TELEPHONES to ke used at fires. Fire 
fighters thus can talk to. stations 
while they are at scerie -of : fire.” 
—Charlotte (N.C.) Observer. | (Wil- 
ton Cathez.) 


BAKED HAM—“It is planned to use 
the gas when the condemned HAM is 
asleep, the gas being forced into the 
cell through special valves.’’-—Mon- 
tana Record Herald. (Murray RE. 
Gaw.) 

Wipows, BEWARE! —“Mr. Wilde 
was with the old firm for 11 years. 
He has developed good talent as a 
WIDOW trimmer and card writer, as 
well as being a capable salesman.” 
—Ludington (Mich.) Daily News. 

Force OF HABIT—“Mrs. Martha 
Pruett, aged seventy-six years, diel 
the other day at the home of her son, 
W.S. Buchanan, near Woodside Mill, 
death due to a stroke of paralysis 
she suffered about two months ago. 


IT WAS HER SECOND DEATH.”—New 
York World. (Jane Campbell.) 

AURAL DEWpROPS— “His 

own magnificent under- 


standing of the heart of 





evening, to HEAR’ THI 
MEMORIAL HALL,” 
Franklin (Ohio) Chron- 


icle. (R. Farquhar.) 


Foot To HEAD 

captured a 
man in the 
vicinity of the V.. S. & 
P. freight vards Sunday 
night and placed him in 
jail after a considerable 
struggle. The man was 
WEARING a pair of blue 
overalls ON HIS’ LEFT 
ARM, at the time of his 


FROM 
“The 
wild white 


police 





|, 
2b on Me 








capture. The overalls ap- 
peared to be the only ar- 
ticles of wearing apparel 
which he possessed. He 


UNDERWOOD 
“MRS 

RIG 
JUNGLE 


RHINOCEROS 





& UNbderwoen 
FrepericK Y. DALzrer. oF NEW YORK STANDING BESIDE THE 
IN AFRICAN 
NATIVES FROM MILES AROUND FEASTED ON THE CARCASS.” 

St. Louis Post-Dispatch (D. Alvarez Assis). 


WHICH SHE SHOT ON HUNTING TRIP 


“Ss 


a girl—the imaginative 
girl I was to play-—was 
a revelation to me. Mam 
times he brought TEARS to 
MY FEARS, real tears.” 

Sprinatield  (Mass.) 
Union. (Mics Florence E. 


Alley.) 


FRATERNAL DEVOTION 
“Members of the [35th 
medical outfit are now 
planning going to the con- 
test in a body to Ror 
for their former budd: 
of overseas.” Columbus 
(O.) Dispatch. (Francis 
Gallagher.) 


















































Drawn by FRANK VERBECK, 


By WOLVERTON ILAMB 

\ "HEN a lady 

I orange one day, 
1 whispered, “Now Sonny, what do 


Ry Percy WAXMAN 
\y is it that the things I do 
Are often not the things 
should? 
Just what’s a fib and what is true? 
And what is it that makes you 
good? 


gave Frankie an 


you say?” 
His answer, alas, makes me blush to 


reveal it 





My Mother says I’m awful bad, For instead of “T thank you,” he 
But 1 don’ loudly cried, “Peel it! 
mean to be 
at all. 
I wonder how it & 
was that 
Dad Monn 
Was alway m ile 
good when alia X= 
he was = — 
small. ¢ _ : 
be CLirtoNn MEEK : hi 
And why are Old Man Mouse—THEY MUST BD GIVING A COLLEGI 


right things 
hard to do” 
And wrong things just like abe? 
I wish to goodness that I knew, 
But no one's ever ’splained to ‘| 


Where He Wins 
By W. HERBERT DRENNING 
YHE centipede exclaimed: “Ah me! 

A hapless bug am 1; 


me. 
\ For with a thousand feet, you see, 
‘ fother I've shoes galore to buy. 
Ry HENRY FISHER 
\Vy Ho is it that washes your “But yet when Christmas comes, 
neck and combs your. hair O my! 
every morning before 
school? Your Mother. 


Who is it that helps vou 


cover vour books so neat 
and tidy? Your Mother. 
Who is it that softens 


the hardships of tedious 
home-work? Your Moth- 
er. 

Who is it that 
have a snow-white blouse 
and = an- 
evening? 


sees vou 


everv) morning 
other in the 
Your Mother. 
Who is it that has vour 
midday lunch ready on the 


dot? Your Mother. 

Who is it that reads 
your unsatisfactory report 
card and then administers 
a spanking that you re- 
member for the rest of a ae ae ieee 

° > - rawn 6 } N ’ E. 

your life? Your Father The he [eau aaa IT GROWL, BUT IT FOAMS AT 


SOMETHING AWFUL! 
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—and you know it, too! 








JONAH AND PETER ENTERTAIN A STRAY CHILD WHO HAS A FAMILIAR NAME, 

. ° 4 ' 

Pi.ese m yolite I greet it with hurrahs! 
W hy : I I For then what countless socks have I 


To hang for Santa Claus!” 
£ 


A Mystery 
By JAMuS A, SANAKER 
\T* dog looks in the looking-gla 
The way I used to do, 
And when he sees himself he sas 
“Well, now, 
this can't be 
true!” 


and 
and 
his 


He stares 
stares 
cocks 
ear 
And crawls up 
close to see 
The other fel- 
low do the 
same 
And that’s a mystery. 





YELL 


My little dog is smart enough 
But vet he never knows 
Just where that other pup 
from 
Or where on earth he goes. 


The Nice Ones 
By N. M. LEvy 
| oe studving geography 
And well enough it 
pleases me, 
jut the big names I have 
to learn 
Fly from my 
won't return. 


comes 


mind and 


I] can’t remember such a 
river 
As is that 
quiver; 
No wonder that my love I 

show 
For such a nice one as the 
Po. 


awful Guadal- 


Goodby, Vacation! 
Ry A. B. 

Sing asong of study-time, 

Heads chock fullo’ play. 


Summer hours are over, 
now 
Comes the long school 
THE MOUTH 
aay. 











WITH THE COLLEGE WITS 





Tn the Vist 
Prof. (concluding a difficult ex- 
planation )—Is that someone smoking 
back there? 
Stud.—Not at all, sir, only the fog 
('m in.—Amherst Lord Jeff. 


Was It Chmpge-? 
PRETTY young damsel from Me, 
Loved a fellow exceedingly ple., 
But this bold homely Mr. 
Untiringly kr. 

Ave. and age. and age. 
—Williams Purple Cow. 





He—I THINK THE WORLD OF You. 


She Tue 
GET AROUND, 


WORLD ISN'T 
NOWADAYS 


<0 VERY HARD TO 


Yule Record, 


\ Hot Session 
Mistress Bridget, get lunch 
on the gasoline stove. 
Bridget—Indade, mum, I did try, 
but the stove went out. 
“Then try to light it again, Brid- 


get.” 
“Yes, mum, I will mum, but it’s 
not come back yit. It wint out 


through the roof.” 
—Carolina Tar Baby. 


Sarcasm 


Dad (sternly)—Where were you 
last night? 
Son—Oh, just riding around with 


some of the boys. 
“Well, tell "em not to leave their 
heirpins in the car.”—Tezas Scalper. 








SHOULDN'T WEAR THIS 


sap I 
ONE-PIECE RATHING SUIT.” 


“MOTHER 


SHOULD OBEY YOUR MOTHER.” 
Dartmouth Jack O'Lautern. 


if 
| hal she didn't have her hair bobbed, 
If she didn't daub with paint, 
If she had her dresses made to reach 
To where the dresses ain’t, 

If she didn’t have that baby voice, 
And spoke just as she shouid; 
Don't you think she'd be as popular? 

I hardly think she would. 
Georgia Cricket. 


“Vor 





The Model—Irt’s 


FUNNY THAT EVERY 

ACTRESS THINKS SHE’S UNDER THIRTY. 
The Smock—-NotT AS FUNNY AS THAT 
EVERY WOMAN UNDER THIRTY THINKS SHE'S 


AN ACTRESS. —Jowa Frivol. 


30 





Discovered 

“This living with a genius is a 
little trving,” said the worried-look- 
ing man. 

“A genius! Didn't know that you 
had one in your family.” 

“Yes, my wife: she’s discovered 
perpetual emotion.”—Stanford Chap- 
eral, 


The Difference 
Tom —What’s the difference be- 
tween betting and bluffing? 
Jack—A good deal.—Mass. Tech. 
Voo Doo. 

















—_— 
= = = 
|= a7 
i= Seeeee 
=F ig! 
ALL’s FARE IN LOVE. 
Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


Appreciation Minus 

Better Half—Don’t you adore that 
necktie I gave you for your birth- 
day? 

Other Half—No other eyes than 
mine shall feast themselves on its 
loveliness. — New York University 
News. 

Ouite True 
He said to her, “My love for you 

Is driving me quite mad.” 

She said to him, “How odd. 


The same effect on dad.” 
—California Pelican. 


It has 
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lirawn by PAUL REILLY 


How IT SOUNDS IN THE MUDDLE OF 


Something Just as Good 
By THOMAS J. MURRAY 


WE sing of “something just as 
good,” 
False notes that echo down the 
years; 

‘lo meet demands for toys or food, 
For lollypops or garden shears; 
We score the merchants’ phoney 

“steers” 

‘That lead the purchaser astray; 

It brings us to the brink of tears, 

And spoils an erstwhile perfect day. 


We cheer the buyer on his way, 
It’s always proper that we should, 
And then we hear the merchant say— 
“But here is something just as 
good.” 
His cereal may be of wood, 
Unlike the asked-for brand; we pray 
Outside the pale this man be stood, 
Until he learns it does not pay. 
L’Envoi 
We plead the tenet of fair play, 
‘To work it so, the salesman could; 
No more to hear in business fray— 
“But we have something just as 
good.” 


Impertinent Query 
We wonder if single women buy 
those ornate pajamas we see in store 
windows; and, if so, why? 


THE NIGH! 


The Pleasure of Absence 
by BILL RENDERED 


URS. BROWN spends most of the 
mn summer at the sea-shore, and 
most of the winter she travels about. 
Brown sticks to the office. [| spoke to 
Brown about it one day. “Should 
think you would get awful lone- 
some!” I said sympathetically. 

Brown begun to tap his foot on the 
floor. 

“Well, old man,” he said, “of 
course you can’t understand——you 
single fellows—but when a chap has 
been married five or six years he 
doesn’t —-er—mind that sort of thing 
so much. Of course it’s hard to ex- 
plain to you single fellows 

Good old Brownie!—I was only 
joshing him—I know exactly how he 
must feel. You see, I have met Mrs. 
Brown! 

Fore! 

Rub—What dv you think of the 
President’s address? 

Dub—1 really can’t say; I’ve never 
seen him play golf. 


Removable 
Her tresses gained her great renown 
At which no maid could scoff, 
But when she took those tresses down 
She also took them off. 


$I 


“A CRUISE pe LUXE 


TO THE 


MEDITERRANEAN | 


By the S.S. CARONIA of the CUNARD LINE 
Sailing from New York, Jan. 28th, 1922--Duration 61 Days 
Strictly Limited to 350 Guests, 


travelling as on a huge private yacht with the 
utmost comfort in staterooms and on decks 


The Itinerary includes visits to 
MADEIRA, SPAIN, 
ALGIERS, MONTE CARLO, NICE, 
NAPLES, EGYPT, PALESTINE, CON- 
STANTINOPLE, ATHENS, ROME. 


GIBRALTAR, 


Information and literature on request 


EXCLUSIVE MANAGEMENT 


| THOS. COOK & SON 


_ Chicago Philadelphia 
San Francisco Los Angeles 
Toronto Vancouver 


150 Offices throughout the World 





\lodern Parable 
“There are sermons in _ stones,’ 
quoted the Parlor Philosopher. 
“But people who live in glass 
houses shouldn’t preach them,” cau- 
tioned the Mere Man. 





lug Tea OAADF? 


Drawn by CtiestTer I, GARDE, 
SUPER-OPTIMIST WONDERING WHICH ONE OF 
HE OYSTERS HAS A PEARL IN IT, 


Cuticura Soap 


SHAVES ——— 


Without Mug 


Caticura Soap is the favorite forsafety razor shaving. 
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, Jonn Heiv, Jr, 

“NARCISSE DEAR, WILL YOU “It’s A BIG COMMISSION BUT “MARVELOUS, DEARIE, EVEN MY “WELL, GET BUSY. MAYBE Hi) 
DOLL ME Up, s8SO I'LL LOOK I'LL DO THE BEST I CAN.” OWN HUSBAND WOULDN'T KNOW MIGHT FALL FOR YOU NOW,” 
SMART?” ME.” 

‘“ofessions ice ever Comes W! atc H: | ] . 
Unprofessional Advi lt Never m at’s appened to the 
a 


“Seems to me Squidgely treated 
rather considering how 
chummy he us in 
college.” 
“I thought he was cordial enough. 


“Doctor, I want to tell you about 
my husband,” said the patient’s wife. 
“He complains of shortness of breath. 
You know he wears tight vests, and 
pants when he goes upstairs.” 


coolly, 
used to be with 


us 


“Vests and pants?” exclaimed the Didn’t he invite us to come up tv 
doctor, who was something of a pur- his house for dinner some night?” 
ist. “Tell him to wear waistcoats “Yes, but don’t you know that 
and trousers.” ‘some night’ always means ‘some 


or” 


other night 
{ ndoubtedly 
Just So 


“Senator Penrose is laying down 


Crawford—Living in a tent can't 
be very enjoyable when it rains. 

Crabshaw—That’s the time we get 
along swimmingly. 


the law again.” 
“Well, Boies will be Boies.” 





4 Romance cf Bratns and Initiatrve in Business 


TRYING IT ON THE DOG 


cA Bubbling Phosphate on cAdvertising 
—_— will sell anything 

even dog soap!—and here is a 
thoroughly interesting, up-to-the-min- 
ute story about an advertising campaign 
in which a live-wire young chap started 
on the road to success by literally **go- 
ing to the dogs.”’ If youlike business 
but love romance better, or if you have a 
weakness for romance but feel more at 
home in business, you'll be equally 
amused with this story. For the ting- 
ling hero sets his humorous lance atthe 
worldand winsthe tilt one hundred per 
cent with an honest-to-goodnessadve r- 
tising Campaign one that you could 
put through yourself, provided there 
was a pur of eyes to inspire you like 


those of but that would be telling! 


By MAURICE SWITZER 
Author o/ 


“Lerrers oF A Setr-Mape Fariure” 





llustrated by FraxK Gopwin. Price $1.75 


To demonstrate whether advertising will sell books, the publishers will, on request, 
end a copy of this novel prepaid on approval to any reader of this magazine. 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, Publishers, Indianapolis 











Movies r 
(Continued from page 19.) 


ing off a couple of companies—oh, 
just temporarily. 

That leaves nothing for Edna to do 
except look in the mirror, and hock 
her twin whirl-wagons to keep up 
the establishment and support the 
new husband in the luxury to which 
he’s accustomed. 

But wait a minute. 

People still want movies. Think of 
all those silent sitters watching the 
violet -indigo-blue- green- yellow - or- 
ange-and-red lights in the Superba 
last night! 

For a time little Edna will have to 
wait. Then one of the concerns that 
has been turning out pictures so far 
in advance of the rest that they have 
rcmained fairly good sellers even 
through the slack season will send 
around an agent, suggesting she 
drop in on Mr. Undergrowth, our 
new production manager. And the 
grateful Edna, after hearing that 
the production cost is going to be es- 
timated on a new and more econom- 
ical basis, decides to accept half what 
she was getting at the grand old 
K. O. Studios, and begins looking up 
a good divorce lawyer who won't 
charge quite so much. 

So, on the whole, good will come 
of it. The movies are still new, and 
developing rapidly. And nothing, at 
the present stage of the game, 
celerates their development more 
than a slack period, when the weaker 
producing-sisters glide off into his- 
tory, and the little old natural law 
known to science and Mr. Darwin 
as the Survival-of-the-Fittest gets in 
its deadly work. 

(Next week: “Much Stranger Than 
Fiction.” ) 


ac- 


The Playboy's Place 
Only people of brains can enjoy 
real foolishness; the foolish ones en- 
joy thinking they are brainy. 



































treasure this novel. 


of a camera. 


+] 


SMALL, 


Mt. Vernon Street “s - 





The Editor of JUDGE has written a novel 
which you should read and enjoy. 


THIRD OF LIFE | 


By PERRITON MAXWELL 


With Eight Unique Illustrations by the Author 


ERE is a book which, primarily a work of fiction, contains more real facts about the 
dream state than most scientific treatises devoted to psy cho-analysis, and in addi- 
tion to its abundance of entertaining data is a captivating romance- 
story in which love, money, crime and the struggle of a fine, upstanding hero to 

achieve success against overwhelming obstacles, carries the reader along to a dramatic climax, 

If you are fond of a good story well-written and like your fiction to mean something, you will 
It is a book that while entertaining you, will also startle you with its 
daring, compel your thought, and serve as the theme of many a discussion. 


The illustrations are photographic compositions of an unusual nature and for the first time 


the visions of the subconscious mind during sleep have been conveyed to the sensiuzed plates 


On sale by all live booksellers and department stores 
(price $1.90) or sent postpaid ($2.00) by the publishers, 


& COMPANY 


Boston, Mass. 


MAYNARD 








Its title is 


a powerful 














The Principle of Success 
By RALPH W. REYNOLDS 


success is quite 
simple and can be = quickly 
learned by anyone. Very few people 
ure capable of grasping the subtle 
principles that lie behind success, 
the study of which requires years 
of leisure and a brain of rare intel- 
ligence. 

Do not be content with the advice 
of only one friend; get a consensus 
of the opinions of several. Don’t go 


r | YHE secret of 


from one friend to another seeking | 


udvice; take the counsel of one and 
follow it implicitly. 

Decide on one occupation and bend 
1] your energy and thoughts in that 
direction. Be versatile; always be 
qualified in a dozen or more voca- 
tions, so that if you fail to find an 
cpening in one occupation you will 
have others to fall back on. 

Be truthful; every employer ap- 
preciates frankness, even if it reveals 
weaknesses or lack of qualification 
for the position. Lie like the devil, 
don’t admit ignorance on any subject, 
bluff your way through; everyone 
does it and the employer expects it. 

Be conscientious in your work, 
ome one will notice your application 
and promotion will result. “Get by” 


with everything youcan. No one will 
notice it and it makes no difference 
anyway. ; 

Don’t ask for a raise; your em- 
ployer is watching your work and 
will promote you when your work 
shows that you merit it. If you e» 


pect to get a raise ask for it; no 
one pays more for work when he 
can get it done for less; anyway, 








; 7 














Drawn by GARDNER QO. REA. 

“HELLO! DIDN’T KNOW YOUR WIFE WEN' 
IN FOR GOLF, OLD CHAP; THOUGHT SHE NEVER 
COULD SEE ANYTHING IN IT.” 

“WELL, YOU SEE, SHE STRUCK A WONDER- 
FUL BARGAIN IN A GOLF SUIT, CLUB-BAG AND 
CADDY’S OUTFIT ALL TO MATCH, AND SHE SIM- 
PLY COULDN’T RESIST THE TEMPTATION.” 
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asking for a promotion shows that 
you are aggressive, that you want to 
vet ahead. 

Ask questions about 
you don’t understand 
pected to know everything and ask- 
ing questions is the only way to find 
out. Don’t ask questions, it annoys 
people and shows your ignorance, 
keep your mouth shut and your eyés 
cpen. 

Be a good mixer, 
for success like being hail-fellow- 
well-met with all your co-workers. 
Hold yourself aloof from your fel- 
lows—you will gain their respect 
and avoid the likelihood of frequent 
“touches” to which you would other- 
wise be subjected. 

Dress well—nothing truer was ever 
said than, “Clothes make the man.” 
Don’t spend your money on clothes, 
a patched coat and money in the bank 
is more impressive than a new suit 
and unpaid board bills. 

Generalize—the world wants a 
man who can grasp the tout ensemble, 
don’t waste time on details, they are 
for menials. Master the smaller 
things, they are the most important, 
anyone can grasp the general idea 
but it takes a genius to be expert on 
the minutie of form. 

As to the usefulness of this advice, 
it’s up to you—to judge. 


everything 


no one is ex- 


nothing makes 
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WEAR A LIZNITE 
NO MONEY DOWN -:: 


the ol ng & Ring you past 

tance © and sparkle of these matchiers wem- 
taamine the hand engraved SOLID GOLD mountings sn 
beautiful, extra heavy rings 


Men's Rings No. 1, $18 SO — ro. 3. $15 50-Wo 4, $15.50 
Lady's Rings No. 2,$16.50—Ne 5. $12.50 
This ring MUST tis! on rfect! 

QUARANT ES Sire Socteun b4.t0ynen tine srriver 
Thea weer it 19 Sore Your money back if you return it with 

qu _ tifyou decide fe kero it ust send in $8.00 
meoathly until oslance ia paid rclude Gnger size. Offer at 
this price limited. © Rm TODAY. 
Dept.948, THE LIZNITE CEM COMPANY 
“The House of Quality and Price’ 1286. Wells St..Chicave 
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+ CAN TEACH YOU Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two-St p, 
Walts and newest ‘‘up-to the-minute’’ society cancers 
in a few hours--at home--in private by the wonder’ | 
Peak System of Mail Instruction 

EW METHOD. Easy -fascinatineg. 


MARKABLE N 
Postuvely no other like it. No music--nw partner 
needed. nds taught successfully 
for PRE Informatie a Wetee jue today 
4 tio yw Surprise er. ; 
for Re CLAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. 5 
4737 Broadway Chicago, im. 
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BE A DETECTIVE Em Big Money 


Great demand. Travel. 
Experience unnec: ssury. Pa ticulars free 


Write, Dept. W 10 
American Detective System, 


1968 Broadway, 
NEW YORK 








R. B. FULLER 
SNAPSHOT OF THE MAN WHO IS ALWAYS 
BRAGGING THAT HE 18S A BORN MECHANIC, 
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lf you don't read Film Fun you don’t 
get all the movie news 


The October issue now be 
ing sold by your newsdealer 


s koture f¢ eM 
Read wha P Sta 


You get everything in Film Fun for 20 
At your nearest newsdealer, VU II 
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HENRY ROMEIKE 


106-110 Seventh Avenue New York 
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The Passing 


By BENJAMIN 


The Great God Alibi 
7 ALDEMAR YOUNG, of San 
W Francisco, the man who did 
the perfect scenario in 
“Suds,” which Mary Pickford starred 
in, has turned sculptor during his 
leisure hours. His first masterpiece 
is in bronze called “The Great God 
Alibi Passing the Buck.” He will 
urge Congress to plant it on Bedloe’s 
Island in place of Old Lady Liberty, 
who holds a can of wood alcohol in 
one hand and a ouija board in the 
other. 

Everybody is to-day passing the 
buck in America. Can you alibi your 
private stock? Look out for the Big 
Gum Shoe when you laugh. What 
right has JUDGE to the mails?— it 
causes people to unwrinkle. Things 
just happen—nobody is responsible. 
Pass the buck! Get analibi! Gloom- 
venders and Blue Law Blooeys every- 
where. There’s a warrant out for 
you for being born. Being born is 
immoral in Pennsylvania. 

Now to add to the fun along comes 
Frances Kellor. She asks, Shall 
American Citizenship Be Com- 
pulsory? I don’t know what answer 
she gives in her book, “Immigration 
and the Future” (George H. Doran). 
Personally, I am going to stop voting. 
Again, she asks, Shall Immigrant 
Savings Be Spent in America? What 
is there to buy since the apparition of 
Little Rollo Volstead? I’m an im- 
migrant, but I can’t be “assimilated.” 


| Should I be expelled? 


Memories of a Great Boss 


VV BATEVER is perfect is in a 
museum. There is no such 
thing as Woman-—there are only 
opinions about her. The wish is 
father to the drink. Watch your 
step! Your ancestors may have been 
natural. 
And so we see old Grant Over- 


ton laying down his pen as literary 
editor because his boss would not 
O. K. an expense slip for an omelette 
lunch he gave me. 

Grant hiked it down to Patchogue, 
Long Island, where the first Grant 
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of the Buck 
DE CASSERES 


landed with Eric the Rover in 1215, 
and began to write novels. He had 
the call. Grant was born with a pen. 

His latest book is worth the paper 
it is printed on—and I can’t say that 
for many novels. He calls it “World 
Without End” (Doubleday, Page & 
Co.). It deals with the mystery of 
the embittered life of Martin L’Hom- 
medieu and laid its shadow over his 
beautiful daughter. And Grant is 
some shadow-layer. 

The types really live in this book. 
It is a story that will keep you up 
at night beyond the hot-toddy hour. 


Grand Old Syd 


A FTER I had written an unusually 

brilliant article for JUDGE about 
five years ago a man met me on the 
street and said with an unclubby air: 
“Hah! I see you are cribbing from 
O. Henry!” 

“Wait, my friend,” said I, drawing 
him into Don Marquis’ lair, “I'll tell 
vou a story.” 

“Once upon a time a man came up 
to O. Henry on the street in just 
the way you came up to me and said, 
‘Hah! I see you are imitating Guy 
De Maupassant!’ ” 

“*T never read a line of Cuy in my 
life!’ said the celebrated Syd Porter, 
as he batted his friend in the eye. 

“Now I, my dear fellow, I have 
never read a line of O. Henry!” 

With this Don gave him the rasp- 
berry. That was five years ago. 
Since then | have read almost all of 
the great O.’s stuff. Joy galore! 

Now comes to my desk some more 
of those pippins from the pen of the 
only historian New York ever had— 
the man who said that it was the 
dream of nine hundred and ninety- 
nine out of every thousand Amer- 
icans to some day live in New York, 
und who also said that he didn’t 
know who the Pilgrim Fathers were. 
but if they ever attempted to land 
here again he could lick ’em! 


“Rolling stones,” by O. Henry 
(Doubleday, Page & Co.). Need I tell 
you to read this book? I won’t in- 


sult your intelligence. 
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Invest Right 


Then there will be no 
loss to “Write Off’’ 


Fraudulent stock manipulations last year cost 
the American public $500,000,000. When busy 
people have spare funds to invest they will do well 
to buy : 


Treasury Savings Certificates 


(4%, compounded quarterly) 


which require no investigation and give you no worry. 

A trustee recently bought sixteen $1000 Certif- 
cates for sixteen different beneficiaries of an estate 
because they are absolutely SAFE. 


In case of emergency the Government will return 
the principal plus accumulated interest. 





Buy them at Post Offices and Banks 





GOVERNMENT LOAN ORGANIZATION 


Second Federal Reserve District 


120 Broadway, New York City 
































West of the | 


Mississipp1 | 


35¢c | 









16-Ounce 
Container 


NOWHITE NOWATER is even more than a 
perfect hand cleaner for the motorist—it will 
remove ink, paint, grease, grime or dirt on which 
ordinary soap has no effect whatever. It is abso- 
lutely harmless and is just what you have been 
looking for to clean white wood work, painted fur- 
niture and the countless other things about the 


home that clean water will not harm. 


MAGNESIUM PRODUCTS COMPANY, Inc. 


27 Thames Street New York City 














